ONE FOOT IN THE GRAVE

not be free. And supposing she met a man who did not care for
children?...

The fear of losing this useless, illusory freedom, this freedom-which
for the last ten years had been no use to her whatever, became a sort
of panic. The child she was about to adopt would entail the end of
hope, renouncement, her entry into the world of old women.

A thousand times during the days which followed, Isabelle put on,
took off, and put on again her tortoiseshell spectacles, as she struggled
to make up her mind between contradictory desires.

And then, when Sunday came, she telephoned Simon.

"I've decided not to!" she said.  "I shan't adopt her!  I can't."

Then Simon, thoroughly annoyed, returned to fetch the red suitcase
and the little girl in the white dress, whose hair curled like parsley.

"Goodbye, Mamma," Lucienne said.

"You must forget me, darling; you must no longer call me
* Mamma'," said Isabelle, pushing her quickly towards the door.

The child's face contracted, grew rigid, and her round dark eyes
filled with tears.

She placed her hand in that of the man in the grey suit, who
represented destiny. She carried her teddy-bear under her other
arm.

On the staircase Simon felt more moved and more to blame than he
had at the collapse of Rousseau or Schoudler, or even at his mother's
death.

When they reached the street the little girl threw the teddy-bear into
the gutter.

" It'll do for some poor child," she said.

She did not cry.

Simon took her back to Sylvaine, who took her back to the Domini-
cans.

And the relationship between Simon and Sylvaine continued as
before.
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The greater part of Jacqueline's fortune and everything that ought one
day to have gone to the children had been swallowed up in the
Schoudler crash.

Jacqueline had feared that this semi-rum might have painful reper-
cussions on her marriage. But this was not the case. On the contrary,
Gabriel showed himself kinder, more attentive, more relaxed, and senti-
mentally speaking the months that followed the crash were certainly
the happiest of their marriage.

Gabriel would doubtless never really have loved Jacqueline if she
had not, with unconscious perseverance, cultivated in hirn a jealousy
of the dead man. In the same way certain women succeed,
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